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dear wife and a year and a half after my leaving Harrow, I was, to my great surprise, appointed Master of Trinity. On December 3 I was installed, and on December 13 I was invited to Farringford, with the prospect of returning on the 16th to Davos Platz, where I had left my invalid daughter. Of this short visit I find I have made a few notes. The Poet was as cordial as ever. After dinner he took me to his sanctum, and read me his new Jubilee Ode in Catullian metre, and then " Locksley Hall Sixty Years After." Next morning there came a letter from Dr. W. H. Thompson's executor containing an early poem of Tennyson's of 1826, and a Sonnet, once famous, complaining of defects in the College system of his day :
Therefore your Halls, your ancient Colleges, Your portals statued with old kings and queens, Your gardens, myriad-volumed libraries, Wax-lighted chapels, and rich carven screens, Your doctors, and your proctors, and your cleans, Shall not avail you, when the Day-beam sports New-risen o'er awaken'd Albion.    No ! Nor yet your solemn organ-pipes that blow Melodious thunders thro7 your vacant courts At noon and eve, because your manner sorts Not with this age wherefrom ye stand apart, Because the lips of little children preach Against you, you that do profess to teach And teach us nothing, feeding not the heart,
About eleven o'clock the Poet took me out alone We went first to Freshwater Gate, where he said the " maddened scream of the sea " in " Maud " had been firs suggested to him. He talked of our late friend, Philij Stanhope Worsley, the translator of the Odyssey anc half of the Iliad, who was living there a good man] years ago, and whom I had met at his table. H< admired him much. He talked also, but I forget t< what effect, of "The Holy Grail " and the old Arthur myth but before this we talked of the Cambridge Sonnet jus mentioned. "There was no love" he said, " in tin